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AN IVORY PORTRAIT.

By
MAUD BECKETT.

when my uncle Silas died he left me
pelr to his very considerable fortune. We
pad always been the best of friends. He
was a merchant at Calcutta, and as soon
as my school and college days were over
{ had come out to join him, and I had been
with him ever gince.

He was a jolly, sporting old man, fonder
pluckfer at, big game shooting than
I've ever met, and he was always
ready to enjoy a good joke. Indeed, 1
pad grown to look upon him as being
pearly as young as I was myself—the idea
that the years were treating him less
kindly than they were treating me never
gor a moment entered my thoughtless
pead. Occasionally he would complain of
a queer feeling In the region of his heart,
and he was at times subject to fainting
fts, but I shut my eyes to the fact that
anything was wrong, and when at last he
was taken s=eriously ill it was a horrible
ghock to me

About my family I knew very little. My
parents both died when I was a youngster,
and 1 had only a dim recollection of them.
Of other uncles, and cousins and aunts I
had none. Indeed, we had no relations. 1
think we—my uncle and I—were the most
destitute two in the world, as far as fam-
{ly connections went. It had never been
my uncle’'s habit to talk very much about
the old days before he left England, nor
about the few relatives or friends he had
ever possessed. There was only a dim
third cousin of whom he would sometimes
speak, after dinner, when the lamps were
lighted in our comfortable bachelor bunga-
low and we were quite alone, puffing at our
cigars in the still air, after the intense
heat of the day; but I always noticed a
suspicious moisture in his eyes and a quiver
round his lips when he mentioned Janet
Fortescue's name. From the little he told
me, I gathered that they had once been
gweethearts, but they had had a tiff and
parted.

Well, to go back to the day when Uncle
Sllas was taken {ll. It was horrible to see

is dear old face ashy pale, the kind eyes
drawn with pain, and his tall, soldierly-
looking form laid low, grappling with
death. It seemed impossible to realize the
end was S0 near.

He lingered on for a few days, until one
morning, when the faint light of the sum-
mer dawn had just begun to steal through
the biinds, as I sat by his bedside watch-
ing his labored breathing, with a lonely
feeling at my heart, he opened his eves and
motioned to me.

“Well, uncle,” I said, in the most cheery
voice T could muster, “how do you feel?
You have had a good long sleep.”

He raised himself on his arm for a mo-
ment and looked at me with a dull hope-
lessness in his eyes, then he fell back
among the pillows again.

“Dick,”” he gasped, “those rubies! 1
baven't told you—they are in the oak box in
my bureau—and her photo—Janet's—find
her, find her, Dick.,” and he grasped my
arm as his breath falled him. *“Give her
the rubles—don’'t rest day or night until
you find her—promise, swear it.””

With one last effort his fingers closed on
my arm.

“I swear It, uncle,” I said: “I will not
rest untll I find her.” Then, with a great
gigh of relief, which shook his poor wasted
frame, his head fell back. and I knew that
my dear ald uncle, and dearer chum, had
gone to his last rest.

The lonely feeling grew bigger, and a
choky sensation rose in my throat, as I
realized that now I was alone, without kith
or kin, and the cheery, bright presence had
gone out of my life forever. I kissed him
more than I can ever tell any one.

For the next few days after his death
I had much lo consider and think about,
and nc moment{ for my own thoughts; but
when I had attended to all the last sad
rites, and my uncle had been lz!d in his
grave, 1 sat down to ponder over things
a bit.

His last words had puzzled me sorely.
‘What did he mean about the rubies? I had
not had the faintest idea that he had any
Jewels in his possession. Had he been
rambling?

I hated the thought of searching among
his private papers. It was an unpleasant
duty, and I put it off as long as I could.
However, it had to be done, and so one
night I set myself to the task. I took his
Keys and opened the bureau. There, sure
enough, was the oak box, just as he had
said. At first I thought none of the keys
would fit, as one after another I tried
them, but at last one of them slipped In
and turned in the lock easily. As I raised
the lid it seemed to contain nothing but
two packets of letters, carefully tied up
and sealed. The papers looked old and yel-
low and worn, as if they had been carried
about in somebody’'s pocket for a long
time. 1 lifted them out carefully and lov-
Ingiy—it seemed a desecration to disturb
them—those treasures of my uncle's. Un-
derneath them lay a small blue velvet case,
and next to it a larger one of leather. First
I took up the wvelvet one, and with a press
of my thumb the Nd flew up. Inside lay
an ivory miniature, exquisitely painted.
The face was beautiful, more beautiful
than any that I had ever seen; but it was
of your Reynolds or Gainsborough
beauties, with eyes round with sentimen-
tality and the sweet smile of a delicate
imbecility on the stupid little mouths. No;
this woman's was an Intellectual type; the
forehead was low and broad, the skin deli-
cately, exquisitely fair and shell-like, and
great dreamy, soft gray eyes, shadowed by
their long black lashes, looked back at me,
The mouth was not a rosebud one by any
means,; there were resolute and determined
curves about it, although the whole expres-
fion of the face was sad, almost mournful,
Her hair, piled high on her shapely head
in the fashion of the early thirties, was a
most glorious chestnut, with strong red
lHghts in it

The pleture was set In a little fllagree
gold frame, and across one corner of it in
tiny brilliants was the word “Janet." This,
then, was the far-off cousin my uncle had

talked to me about, always with a quiver
in his volee.

of and

’:1_\';!!“.“

none

I gazed at the picture for some minutes—
the face fascinated me; certainly it had
never been my luck to meet with a woman
half so beautiful. My mind began to con-
jure up many and varied tales, and then,
With a start, [ remembered the other case.
It was fairly large and the spring was
Strong, but when the lid flew open it re-
vealed a necklace of the most exguisite

rubles 1T had ever seen. They were very
lerge—about the size of the top of .a big

tnimble—their color was perfeet and their
Fetting unique; but, strange to say, one
Of them, almost the biggest, was missing,
Ten thousand pities, I thought, as I gased
&t them with wonderment. The lights from
the candle flickered round them, making
them flash and glint; they were absolutely
dazzling In thelr splendor. How on earth
bad my uncle got hold of them? Why
Bad he kept them a secret from me? What
had they to do with Janet Fortescue? Why
Was one of them missing, and who had it?
All these questions I asked myself in a

the rubles; don't rest day or night till
you give them to her.” Well, I had sworn
to keep my promise, and I had better set
to work, without loss of time, to unravel
the mystery and dispose of my charge; it
was distinctly a responsibility to have jew-
els of that value suddenly thrust upon you
belonging to someone else, especially in my
bachelor, wandering life—and henceforward
it probably would be a wandering one.
Still, my uncle had managed to keep them
safely hidden, even from me, for all these
years, and so probably I could do the same.

One by one I took out the letters and
read them. Evidently they had been sent
to him before he left England. They were
all written in the same fine, delicate-point-
ed Italian hand, and sweet, womanly little
letters, signed *“Janet.”” The address on
them was Beech Manor, Woodfield. Not
one of them contained any mention of the
rubles, and after I had gone through them
all I was no better bff than before.

And, although my uncle had left his af-
falrs in the greatest order possible, there
was no word about the jewels. Why, In a
matter of such serious importance, had he
left no word of instruction, no hint as to
his wishes, to me, except those few last
disjointed words with his dying breath?
It was all a mystery, and I felt sorely per-
plexed.

As I remarked before, when all was set-
tled up, I found myself in possession of a
very considerable fortune, quite independ-
ent of everything and everyvbody, without
a tie in the world.

At first after my uncle's death my life
went on much as it had done before; 1
had made no plans as yet; but, instead of
growing accustomed to his empty chair, I
came to miss his cheery presence more and
more, and then came an irresistible longing
for the old homeland again. It was twelve
years or more since I had left England,
and, although India is a pleasant enough
place to live in—many a good time have 1
had out there—still my soul longed for my
native shore once again.

My mind was soon made up. I settled up
my affairs, disposed of my comfortable
bungalow, I said good-bye to my kitmatgar,
behrer and all the rest of them, and in a
very short time I landed myself and my
baggage on board the P, and O, steamer
Turin, bound for England. It was a com-
fortable boat; the passengers, most of them,
were charming people, many of the girls
were pretty, all of them were jolly, and
varied were the enjoyable half hours I
passed. Altogether my voyage was a
thoroughly pleasant one to look back upon.
When I arrived in London I felt strange
after my lazy, calm existence in the East,
where no one ever hurried; here every one
was in a bustle and a hurry, jostling You
aboutf as if they hadn’'t a moment to
breathe. However, I did not waste much
time In looking up some of my old college
chums. Many of them were married to
pretty wives, and we had a good time all
round. But those rubies, they lay heavy on
my conscience. I could not forget or neglect
my charge, and before I could turn my
thoughts pleasurewards I must use every
effort in my power to find out something
about them.

I had no one to question, no relations to
ask, nothing to go upon but the name of
Woodfield. The little knowledge I had was
s0 slight that it was worth absolutely noth-
ing. I traveled down to Berkshire to the
Httle village of Woodfield. Once the family
of Fortescue had lived at Beech Manor—so
much I learnt—but they had, by some
means that nobody seemed to know, lost all
their fortune in one crash, and the estate,
not being entailed, they had had to leave it
and it had passed into other hands.

Soon after this, it was believed, brother
and sister—all who were left of the For-
tescue family—had died within a few
months of each other. Meager, indeed, was
this information to go upon. I had all the
parish registers of marriages and death
searched, but they told me nothing.

I caused advertisements to be inserted in
every London and country paper for news
of Janet Fortescue or her heirs. And now
another trouble haunted mé; were they—
she and her family—living in comparative
poverty, while I had possession of these
priceless jewels? My lawyers were cease-
less In thelr efforts; indeed, I think we left
no stone unturned; but all our search
proved fruitiess; no answer came to any of
our advertisements. Janet and her family
seemed to have disappeared from the face
of the earth.

The months passed on and grew into
years, and I made ¥p my mind that search
was hopeless. The rubles, though, were
rarely, if ever out of my mind; they caused
me sleepless nights and bad dreams. Often
I would wake up, a cold perspiration all
over me, In the conviction that they had
disappeared, until in my heart of hearts
I had begun to think of them as *“‘those
blessed rubles.”” I had been in England
now for three years, and I had settled down
peaceably to an English country life.

After my visit to the little Berkshire vil-
lage a fancy had possessed me that, if by
any chance Beech Manor were in the mar-
ket, I would buy it. I had some trouble at
first about it, ‘but before long I was able to
come to a satisfactory agreement with the
owner, and it passed into my hands,

It was a snug house, and a nice little
estate, the shooting was fairly good, and
the hunting excellent. I had spent the
winter here, but it was past now—the
April days were lengthening into May, and
I felt it was about time to take up my
abode in town.

One sunny afternoon I wended my way to
the club. I had an appointment with Char-
lie le Mesurier; we were to talk over some
horses I wanted to buy.

He hadn't turned up when I arrived, so
I sat down, wrote off a few letters, and
then, picking up the first book my hand
came to, I flung myself into an armchair
to wait for him. I looked at the book I
had taken up—it was the “Academy Netes"
—Iidly turning the pages. They didn't look
a particularly interesting collection, but,
stay!—the leaf turned over quickly. Sure-
ly there was something famillar in the
pose of that graceful head. I scanned the
print eagerly. Yes! it must be—it was more
than a passing likeness—the face was ex-
actly like my miniature.

Forgetting all about my appointment
with Charlie le Mesurier, 1 dashed down
the club steps, jumped into a hansom, and
was at Burlington House in much less time
than it takes to tell. Room S8—there it
was, and all doubt ceased, it was the por-
trait of Janet Fortescue or her double. The
curly chestnut hair was piled up high on
the beautiful head, in almost exactly the
same way as in the little miniature, the
eyes deep, dark, and softly gray, and the
same sad, thoughtful expresion in them,
and the mouth, with its determined lines,
had still the same pathetic droop. But,
then, Janet Fortescue must be a very old
woman by this time, I reflected, and this
undoubtedly was quite a receit painting.
My fingers trembled with excitement as

I found the number in the catalogue: “'Por-.

trait of a Lady,” by John Jones. Wise in-
formation—I could see that for myself.
“Idiot!” I muttered.

Had I got a clew, and were all my fruit-
less efforts to meet with success at last?

The first thing to do was to find out
where the artist lived, and get what in-
formation I could out of him. I turned to
the back of the book—Mr. John Jones, 9
St. John's road, Putney. - I told my cabby
to drive there like lightning. At No. 9 I
went up the steps and rang the bell. A
stolid-looking maid servant came to the
door. In answer to my hurried question if
her master was at home: ‘“No, he was
away in the country, and would not be back
for several weeks.” ““Would she give me
his address?”’ She left me waiting for a
moment, then emerged from one of the
rooms with it written down on a slip of
paper.

I turned my steps back to the hotel,
where I sat down and wrote to Mr. Jones.
I told him some of the sfory, and begged
him by return of post to send me the name
and address of the lady. Then all I could
do was to wait for the answer with what
patience I could. The picture occupled my
thoughts; by night I dreamt of it, and
through the day the face haunted me, and
to be haunted is by no means a comfortable
expeerience for any man.

The next day came, and the next, but no
answer to my letter, until a week had
passed, and then I wrote again.

For the fifth time I wended my way to
Burlington House and to Room 8, straight
up to the plcture—my picture, as I had be-
gun to think of it. I went and gazed at
it as I had done many times before. Any
passer-by, who took the trouble to notice,
might have formed the opinion that I was
moonstruck or daft, Certainly I resented
every look and exclamation of admiration
—and they were many—which the lovely
portrait called forth.

One thing about the picture which had
excited me more than all was that her fin-
gers were innocent of rings, except that on
the third finger of her left hand she wore
what looked like an immense ruby.

I stood looking at it—as usual, indulging
in the wildest day-dreams, but as day-
dreams are quite the most unsatisfactory
things In this prosaic world, 1 knew I was
a fool, and, giving myself a shake, I
stepped back. As I did so I came in con-
tact with a lady.

I was just turning away, after begging
her pardon, when she raised her eyes to
mine! Great Heavens! It was the very
same face as that in the picture, and she
was a young woman of about five or six
and twenty. A little smile crept around the
corners of her pretty mouth as she stood
looking at her own portrait.

I felt myself almost shaking with sup-
pressed excitement. What was I to do?
Dare I go up and speak to her, and ask
her to listen to me? No! Probably she
would walk away, and take no notice of
me. I sat down on one of the lounges in
the middle of the room, and tried to think,
My brain felt in a muddled condition.
Those rubles, I began to imagine, had af-
fected it sadly. I was simply at my wits'
end.

I watched my lady's graceful figure as
the went from picture to picture. She was
exquisitely dressed, and I noticed that
everyone turned to look at her; then she
.went on to the next room, I following her
at a respectful distance, and so we went
on, she carefully examining almost every
picture. Then she turned her attention to
the sculpture. Would she ever finish?

However, my patience galned {its re-
ward when I saw her go through the
turnstiles, down the stairs, and out into
the courtyard, I qulckly following her.
Would she call a hansom? No! With her
stately grace—better than any queen—she
walked out Into Piccadily and halled—a
Hammersmith omnibus. She got in, and
I jumped in after her. Opposite her I had
a good opportunity of studying her face.
Beautiful! This artist had not done her
justice by any means.

When we came to a certain long road,
with tall, gloomy-looking houses on either
gide, she stopped the omnibus and got out.
1 went on for a few yards and then jump-
ed off, and hurried to the corner of the
road, just in time to see her disappearing
into a door some way down-—it was No, 13.
Then I wondered what I should do. There
were a few shops at the top of the road;
one of these I entered.

“Can yvou tell me who Ilives at No. 137"

“Thirteen's a boarding house,” was the
laconic answer from the green grocer
woman.

“Is it a large boarding establishment, and
who keeps it?”

“Mrs. Raymond is the lady as keeps it,

AN ARDENT SUITOR.

count does not understand English very well, does he?

Thanking the woman for her trouble, I
went home and composed myself to think.
An idea occurred to me.

Why not go and consult the paimistry
woman? I should at least get inside the
house, and I might get some information
from her.

In the evening, with many doubts and
misgivings, I started for Kensington. 1
knocked at the door of No. 13 and they kept
me waiting for a long time before they
opened it—a frequent habit with the dwell-
ers of Kensington.

“Could I see Miss Hampden?"

Miss Hampden was engaged just then,
but would I step in? ,

I sent in my name, asking if she would
see me professionally, and the maid re-
turned with the answer:

“Miss Hampden will see you In twenty
minutes."

Those twenty minutes were the slowest
I had ever lived or ever wish to live again.
Twenty, thirty, forty passed—the door
opened and the maid servant appeared. I
followed her across the hall into a small
reom cozily and charmingly furnished and
daintily lighted by softly shaded lamps.
A tall figure rose from an armchair. It was
my lady.

That was the most uncomfortable minute
I have ever spent or ever wish to spend
again. Was 1 dense above the average
mortal? Somehow . the idea that ‘“the
palmistry woman' could be my lady had
never for a moment entered by stupid head.
I suddenly woke up to the faet, though,
that I must look like an ass standing there,
hat in hand, in the middle of the room.
With an effort I pulled myself together.

“I have come to ask you if, in your good-
ness, you will unfold to me some of your
mystic power. I have heard wonders about
you from some of my friends.”

She smiled bewitchingly.

““Well, yes,” she answered. *“I am very
successful generally in what I am able
to tell my friends who consult me.”

We sat down, and she was soon exam-
ining my palm with a very learned frown
on her pretty forehead—so earnest was she
that it might have been a matter of life
and death to both of us. ;

I eagerly looked for the ring. Yes! there
the ruby was on her finger, flashing in the
lamplights—the exact color, shape and size
of those in the necklace.

I am not quite clear as to what hap-
pened then, but somehow in a few minutes
I found myself telling her all about Uncle
Silas and the rubies, and the whole story,
and then I drew out the little velvet case
which held her mother's miniature,

Her eyes filled with tears as she looked
at it, and she bit her pretty lips to keep
back a sob. It was not a long story she
had to tell me. Some time before the For-
tescues had left Beach Manor Janet had
been secretly married to a Major Hamp-
den, who died not many years after, leav-
ing his widow and his little daughter very
badly off.

“My mother, just before she died, when
she gave me this ring, and made me prom-
ise never to part with it, told me about
a ruby necklace. It had been in our fam-
ily for two or three generations, she s=aid,
and had disappeared In some strange way
—nobody ever knew how—and it had never
been heard of since.”

About Uncle Silas her mother had told
her nothing. How had the rubies come
to be in his possession? Well, perhaps,
for the peace of my dear old uncle's spirit,

it was better not to inquire too closely into
the matter.

We never solved the problem, but we did
settle another question, In a satisfactory

manner, very soon after my visit to my
lady.
In the autumn Janet and I were married,

and our most treasured possessions are
‘“‘those blessed rubles.”

[Copyright, 1902.)

OUT OF THE ORDINARY.

Over 250,000 copies of Charles Dickens's
novels are sold annually.

Telegraph rates in the United States av-
erage double those in Europe.

Prisoners, when arrested in Morocco, are
required to pay the policeman for his
trouble in taking them to jalil.

The earliest library was that of Neb-
uchadnezzar. Every book was a brick en-
graved with cunellform characters.

The beds of peas in Colorado sometimes
include as many as two thousand acres,
and there is one bed exceeding in size
2,500 acres.

About sixteen million tons of freight are
annually cd#rrried on the Ohio river, which
has a length of one thousand miles from
Pittsburg to Cairo.

Three rivers as big as the Rhine would
just equal in volume the Ganges,
Qangeses the Mississippi, and two Missis-
sippis the Amazon.

When free from ice the Yukon river is
navigable for large steamers 1,95 miles, a
distance more than twice as great as that
from Chicago to New Orleans.

“Robinson Crusoe'" was the first novel
with illustrations ever published in Eng-
land. This was in August, 1719. The illus-
tration was a map of the world,

General Burgoyne's headquarters in the
Saratoga campaign in 1777 at Sandy Hill,
Washington county, New York, is about to
be razed to make way for factories.

The latest statistics compiled for France
are for the year 190, and these show that
for the fourth time in eleven vears the
number of deaths exceeded -the births.

In return for a monopoly of the prepara-
tion of opium in China a German firm at
Shanghal has offered the Chinese govern-
ment an annual payment of over $35,000,000,

It is affirmed that in the foreigm mis-
slonary world there are now not far from
21,000 schools of all grades, in which a
Christian education is belng given to over
one million puplils.

A Berlin periodical, Der Weinkenner, re-
lates that when Bismarck died about ten
thousand bottles of the cholcest wines were
found in his cellars, mostly gifts from
friends and admirers. They came from all
countries.

Although there are over three _million
fakirs in India, a beggar never starves ex-
cept voluntarily, in self-punishment, so
afraid are the natives of Incurring the
wrath of their muiltitudinous gods {f the
holy men are not cared for.

A scheme for the manufacture of
buttons is being put forward in San Fran-
cisco. These buttons, say the promoters
of the scheme, will be cheaper than the
bone and metal ones. quite as serviceable,
and of as good an appearance.

Lace-making was taught the natives of
Paraguay by missionaries two centuries
ago. To-day in all towns of eight thousand
{inhabitants many of the men and neariy all
the women and children make lace collar-
ettes, handkerchiefs and ladies’ ties.

The New York City Record, an official
publication owned and issued by the mu-
nicipality, Is the biggest newspaper in the
world. It appears every day in the year
Sundays and legal 2olidays excepted, ami
sometimes contains as many as 333 pages.

In the annual value of carriages and
wagons manufactured Ohio ranks first,
with 318.00000; New York and Indiana,
about $14,000.000 each, and Michigan, $12,000,-
00). The aggregate for the United States
i= little short of £$1M0,000,600. Of this more
than half is for 90,000 pleasure carriages
which are sold in each year.

Iin British Indla there have been, during
the past thirty or forty years, quits a num-
ber of Englishmen who, yielding to some
monomania, have adopted the rols of fakir
and have ended thelr days as hermits, sub-
jecting themselves to all those dreadful
forms of asceticism and of penance prac-
ticed by the Indian dervishes.

A Russian explorer, P.

aper

tow, has
was ex-
the Altal
: situated in 50 de-
north latitude—that is, south of Lon-
mdmlndll‘ll'%lt’iinthemht-
ymouth avre. Yet he

In Switzerland the studies of many years
have determined the fact finally that the
glaciers are not only steadily receding, but
that their rate of recession is becoming
greater each year. There are only a few
glaciers that still grow. The Boveyre gila-
cler, in Canton Wallls, is the only one that
has Increased since 1882, The famous Rhone
glacler has receded almost eight hundred
yards since 1876.

No

Etiquette is the religion of Japan,
people In the world are as lite as the
Japanese. As a nation the Japanese are
more cleanly than any other people. In
nearly every way they are superior to the
Chinese, but they lack the Chinese con-
sclence and the doctrine of commercial
honor. London and New York merchants
sell many Chinese merchants goods on

credit, but they have learned by bitter ex-
perience that the Japanese merchants fre-
quently fail to pay their debts,

THE VOICE OF THE PULPIT

TREASURES IN HEAVEN: THEY ARE
PLEASING IN THE SIGHT OF GOD.

&

n’ ne'o T. L. Cllylel', D. D., Pastor
Emeritus Lafayetite-Avenue Pres-

byterian Church, New York.

+

“But lay up for yourselves treasures in
heaven, where neither moth nor rust doth
corrupt, and where thieves do not break
through nor steal.”—Matthew vi, 20.

“Store away stores for yourseclves In
heaven.” That is the rendering—in one of
the earlier English translations of the Bible
—of our Lord's injunction in his Sermon on
the Mount. He had just told his hearers
that the treasures laid up on earth were
liable to be consumed by the moth and the
rust, or stolen away by thieves. If they
wanted to put what was dearest to their
hearts out of the reach of the rust and the
robbers, they must lodge them in God's
keeping; there they would be safe. The
shrewdest business man may often lle
awake In uneasiness about the absolute
security of his investments; the Master
declares that what we invest in heavenly
treasures can never be lost.

Did Christ mean to recommend a large
bestowment of money for charitable pur-
poses in order to secure a place in heaven?
Some have twisted this passage into this
selfish direction, and insisted that almsgiv-
ing in this world would purchase salvation
in the next world. But our Lord never
descended to such a mercenary morality.
God is not to be bargained with for gold
or silver. The scope of this divine injunc-
tion is infinitely wider, higher and holier
than any pecuniary transaction for selfish
purposes; it has an intensely spiritual sig-
nificance.

The treasures to which he refers are all
those objects for which an Immortal being
ought {o llve, and the possession of which
are the most pleasing in the sight of God.
When any man gives his heart to God and
sincerely ailms to give his life to the service
of God he then makes God his trustee. His
property may vanish in the flames or be
swept away by commercial hurricanes, but
what is dearest to him Is secure. ‘I know
whom I have trusted, and I am persuaded
that He is able to keep that which I have
committed unto Him against that day."”
This precious passage covers more than the
salvation of a believer's soul. It embraces
all the resuilts and the fruits and the out-
come of a genuine Christian life. The mo-
ment that you are truly converted that mo-
ment you begin to make spiritual invest-
ments, you begin to lay up heavenly treas-
ures.
CHRISTIAN AND WORLDLING.

The servants of Christ have a different
arithmetic from the worldling. He counts
his gains by the earthly possessions that
he accumulates. The Christian often gains
by the losses of earthly things. ‘‘He that
loses for my sake finds” is an assurance full
of good cheer to many a tired and afflicted
child of God. Grasping after earthly wealth
or honor costs very often a sad loas of
grace and godliness. It is not what we take
up, but what we are ready to give up that
makes us spiritually rich. Giving up for
the sake of our Master honors Him and
adds to our treasure in heaven. Therein is
the peculiar glory of the martyrs; they
counted not even their lives as dear so that
they might honor their crucified Lord, and
glorious will be their reward among the
crowned conquerors up yonder.

It is impossible to compute what treas-
ures every faithful Christian may be stor-
ing away for that celestial storehouse.
There is a constant accumulation. There is
& “laying up” day by day. God s a just
accountant and a generous rewarder. A
“book of remembrance” is kept, and God
will give to every one as his work shall be.
That record on high will read very differ-
ently from the assessors’' taxbooks in this
world. Plutus and Midas are assessed In
New York or London as milllonaires. Up
yonder a ‘‘certain poor widow"” will out-
shine many of these colossal money-
mongers because she put into the Lord's
treasury the two mites that were all her
Hving. That box of alabaster which Mary
broke over the feet of her beloved Master
will not lose its fragrance in heaven.

Every act of self-denial for Christ is an
investment for heaven. Every word spoken
for Him here will echo there. A precious
encouragement is this for faithful parents,
and Sunday-school teachers, and city mis-
sionaries, and the whole army of hard toil-
ers in the service of the best of Masters,
Do you sometimes get discouraged because
you do not see more immediate resuits of
your efforts? Don't worry. You are re-
sponsible for doing your whole duty: God
is responsible for results. His *“reward is

SPHINX LORE

Enigmatic Knots of Odd and Ingenious Kind
for the Leisure Hour.

[Any communication intended for this department should be addressed to E. R. Chadbourn,
Lewiston, Maine.)

302 ~-THREE BOOKS,

Read their titles.

303 ~CHARADE.,

“What! Afraid of the turbulent waters,
dear,
And the noisy wind and the breakers
splashing?
Why, old Neptune's good wife and his
daughters, dear,
Are just busy to-day with the weekly
washing!
They come down to the seaboard TWO
THREE all the rubbing,
For they haven't a ONE TWO THREE
laundry work by.
Till the ocean's stirred up with the wringing
and scrubbing,
And, oh dear, you can see how the soap-
suds just ﬂr!
First, they carefully hand out the daintiest
lace,
You would think it white spray floating
over the tide—
Then old Nep. summons up a big gale In
short space,
Thadt !tlée family washing may quickly be
ried.
And sometimes when the wind makes our
straining mast snap
Their nice things must be all torn to rib-
bonds, I fear;
Ah, see, there is a dear little rufled white-
cap,
Babg Neptune's, I know—blown away over
ere!
S0, the next time the storm is like this,
pet, instead
Of being frightened you'll know the real
reason, and say:
‘Oh, the Neptunes (they're not very
WHOLE now, 'tis sald)
Must be doing an extra big washing to-

day!o L
MABEL P.

304 ~PALINDROME.

Since the dawn of history, and nobody
knows how long before, men have existed
who have committea the most horrible
atrocities. Even now, when we think of
the world as humanized, we can recall
events of recent years that lead us to ex-
claim that *I*E *E*I*S *I*E* %01} a

305.~ANAGRAM.

O, TRY ME-ON GRIT, if you think that it
Will turn out for your benefit.
On problems I your skill defy,
Even though your best you try.
On the COMPLETE 1 scarce do meet
Competitor I fail to beat.
But brag aside, let us abide
Decision—when our skill is tried.
Umpire shall be from bias free,
" Some mathematician of high degree.
Tlfe tﬁnino then na:lne, ang to the same
will agree—and try the game.
ASPIRO.

306 ~CONCEALED CITIES,

A fine ship is at anchor outside the bar.
S8he could easily enough enter the river on
a high tide, but this being the November
neap tide, a delay of at least one week is
unavoidable. Her last trip, a dangerous
one, was rather a tramp voyage, no at-
tempt at a creditable record being made.
She visited countries teeming with savage
life in the antipodes, sall over waters
colder by far than ice, and again, at a later

riod, through a dense growth of seaweed.

er Captain is an admirable officer and
sober gentleman, but is always courteous
to strangers, and her crew as correct In
discipline as a corps of troops, and always
ready for any duty. WEBFOOT.

307 ~LINKADE.
She’s a dear little ONE, full of frolic and
n;
And good I must be, lest she PRIMAL me

And do what is not just right;
For ALL {is her forte, and her innocent

gport
Fnlslthe hearts of her friends with de-
ight. ’

Her volce Is heard like the TWO of a bird,
And her small fe«t go feeble and slow,
Like her grandsire's faitering tread;
I watch her the while, though 1 dare not
smile,
Lest vain thoughts fill her head.

Dear little maid! I am half afraid
That her gift may prove a snare;

But we'll 4o our best to train her—the rest
We'll leave to our Father's care.

E.E C

308.~TWIN WORDS.,

(Example: Ma-ma.)

Louise and her sallor lover were on the
perch. He had bought her a ***-*** bhox
and some ripe fruit of the ***.**¢ {ree. Bhe
was strumming the mandolin and singing
in & low **s.8s (To tell the truth she was
more used to the noise of the ***-*** and to
geeing the ***.** danced.) When she
finished, he sang some foolish lines about
“dem ***.%** gves,” or something of that
sort. He asked her how she liked it. She
replied, *“Well, only **-** to be frank.”™
He burst into a loud **-** and =ald, “Why,
I thought your song was as sweet as that
of the Persian ***-** gnd [ feel llke come
paring you to all the birds in the world--
the thrush, the canarv, that beautiful bird
I saw In South America, the ***-**_ which
goes in pairs uttering the sound which
gives it its name. 1 will not liken you to
that ugly bird, now happily extinct, called
the **-** [ on the other hand, am more
like that awkward, long-armed ape, called
the **s.%s* Tut, my dear **.** [ came this
evening to see If 1 could not get your final
promise to be mine.”” She cast down her
eyes and said, “Won't you ask **-** and
*S.8sY"  ‘weesed ma'am, all right then™
sald her sallor lover, "but suppose your
parents disapprove of me in *** as the
Latin-talking fellows say?’ *“I1 shall ale
ways mind my parents,” sald the girl
““Well, if I do get you, my dear."” he sald,
“I £hall be sure | am not catching a
¢%s.%ss; and I think I shall worship you
almost as much as the Egyptians worship-
ed %" DOROTHEA.

300.—~DECAPITATION.

I think FIVE was ONE by wild stories
Of lands TWO in tropical seas,

Where nature displays savage glories,
And people do just as they please;

Of coasts where no THREE ever coasted,
Where A, B, C, SIX, never bore,

Where billets and bills are not ted;
TWO Edens—with serpents galore,

So, FOUR to these islands Elysian,
He landed, and quite lost his head
On meeting a beautiful vision
Who “spoke a few English,” she sald.
He stammered some notes on the weather;
She listened, with smiles bright as lac-
quer,
Then changing the theme altogether,
Said, “"Gimme a chaw 0’ toback;(r.'é -

PRIZE GEOGRAPHY.

An attractive prize will be presented the
gsender of the best lot of cities found hid-
den In No. 36. The solutions are to be
forwarded within one week, and in case of
doubt the winner will be decided by any

special merit found in one of the nearest
complete lists,

ANSWERS.

286.—All classes want war ended.

287.—Met-am-orph-hose,

288, —Autocrat of the Breakfast Table, O,
W. Holmes; Black Beauty, Anna Sewall;
Black Rock, Ralph Connor; Cricket on the
Hearth, Charles Dickens; The Cholr Invis-
fble, J. L. Allen; Fatal Marriage, C. M,
Braeme; A Terrible Temptation, Charles
Reade; Great Expectations, Charles Dick-
ens; In Memoriam, Alfred Tennyson;
Tramping with Tramps, Josiah Flynt;
The Compleat Angler, Izaak Walton; Up
from Slavery, Booker T. Washington; Pill-
grim’s Progress, John Bunyan; In His
Steps, C. M. Sheldon.

280 —Classes, lasses, asses.

200, —Telegraphers’ tournament,

291.—Crane, nacre.

2021 U. 8B Grant. 2. William McKin«
ley. 3. Harriet Beecher Stowe. 4 Andrew
Carnegle, 5. Theodore Roosevelt. 6.
Thomas B. Reed. 7. J. D. Rockefeller,
8. Edward Everett Hale. 9. Neal Dow. W
Abraham Lincoln. 11, P. T. Barnum,

203.—A pipe.

-

with Him" to give to every servant accord-
ing as his work shall be,

It goes without saying that, as “they who
turn many to righteousness will shine as
the stars” in that celestial firmament, there
are some favored servants of Jesus who
will come into magnificent inheritances In
heaven. We can imagine Robert Ralkes
surrounded by a multitude of those who
were the spiritual trophles of his Sunday
schools, and Spurgeon welcomed by the
happy souls whom he led to Jesus, and our
own Moody finding his heaven all the more
joyous for the number of those whom his
untiring labors won to the life everlasting.
Consecrated talents will then blaze as
crowns of rejoicing. What an inducement
js this to every young man and woman who
is raising the question. How shall I em-
ploy my brains, my culture, or my money
to the best advantage? Even one talent, if
not hidden or wasted, shall make some
very humble Christians rich and radiant
when they come into their heavenly in-
heritance.

HOW ALL MAY BE RICH.

In these days, and especlally in our own
country, there is an astonishing Iincrease
of men of*immense wealth; the word “mil-
Hon™ {8 almost as common as the word
“thousands” was in the days of my child-
hood. Huste to be rich is the prevalling
mania: vet only a very, very small pro-
portion of all the most eager seekers after
wealth will ever attain it. But every one
of my readers may become *“rich toward
God.”” The secret of it is to get by giving.
This is the true paradox in the ecanomy

of grace. He that refuses to give his
whole heart to Christ is doomed to perish
without Christ. He that saves for self
only looses; he that loses for Christ's sake
Is sure to save. Would you secure treas-
ures in heaven? Then learn to give, and
give bountifully. God loveth the cheerful
giver. This Is not to be limited to gifts
of the purse; for the offerings of sliver
and gold are only a part of what our
Master has a right to; we must freely give
of everything that we have freely re-
celved.

If you have the heart to pray, give your
prayers; answered prayers will be a part of
your heavenly Inheritance. You that have
acquired wisdom and experience, give your
counsels to those who need them. Give
your personal labors for Christ and the
salvation of souls; no weaithy Christian
ought to compound with his Master by
drawing a bank check In leu of personal
Christian work. Those who have not much
money, or counsel, or Christian work to be-
stow, can afford the blessing of godly live
ing, and a holy example. And so a Christly
life may be a constant expenditure; even
as the noonday sun overflows his golden
urn of radiance, and is none the poorer In
warmth and brightness,

Such a life is a constant accumulation of
heavenly treasures. It is a laying-out here
for Christ, and a laying-up yonder, Every
good deed is recorded, every victory over
sin has Its crown; every service for our
Lord I=s remembered, for He hath sald, “the
reward is with me to give to every one as
his work shall be.” Laber on, pray on,
suffer on, battle on, O faithful servant of
the crucified Jesus! Every day will add to
your treasures in hegven; and so shall you
be made meet to be partakers of the glogie
ous Inheritance of the saints in light,

e
Exercise in m-
New York Times.

“Dancing Is certainly a long-distance
ercise,”” sald the man who has a passion
statisties. "I don't dance myself, but
have a brood of young relatives who
and as it frequently devolves upon me to
them through their saltatory revels 1 ha

ity of time to figure out how far t
vel In the course of an evening.
much consclentious computing, | have set-
tled upon these figures as a conservative es-
timate of the number of miles covered by
an indefatiguable dancer In one night:

“In a square dance the distance traveled
is about half a mile. This may sound like
an u:'%;euuon. but {f you reduce the term
to ¥ 8 or feet and recall the wvarious
maneuvers of the square dance you will
see that the figure is not a bit too high.

“Three-quarters of a mile for the walts
may likewise seem a trifle excessive, but
it Is really a v modest estimate.

“In a schot polka or two-step ona
travels about the same distence as in the
walte With these basic for a start-
ing point, further caiculations are easy.

“In the average rog for an even-

ing there will
danees, which 1 make a distance

miles: six waltzes

“All told, the
the light fan

Gazed kind of way. I went over his last |
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